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ou ll never know life 


Until You've Read the Greatest 
of All Forbidden Boohs ! 


Y OU'LL never know the tremendous force of human 
passions until you’ve feasted on the most thrilling: 
Tales from that greatest of all true-to-life books — the 
immortal Decameron! . . . Here are the frankest tales 
of love and intrigue ever set down on paper. Written in 
an age of plain speaking they show us how real flesh-and- 
blood men and women act in time of stress — the deep 
secret motives that influence our actions today no less 
than they did centuries ago. 

And now for a short time only you can inspect these 
great examples of realistic writing — the stories which you 
have always longed to read — in your own home for five 
days, without obligation! Read all about this surprising 
offer, then send for your copy at once. 

AMAZING .... INSPIRING 

For centuries the Decameron has thrilled millions — has 
inspired countless great authors — has been lauded by the 
most discriminating critics. Rich in fascinating plots, 
vibrant with all the passions of a warm-blooded race, it 
has fyrnished plots for the world’s great masters of liter- 
ature — Shakespeare, Chaucer, Keats, Tennyson, Dryden 
and Longfellow. No one can know literature, can call 
himself truly sophisticated, until he has drunk from the 
bottomless loving cup of that genial old Italian, Giovanni 
Boccaccio. . . . And far from being immoral as many 
narrow minded people used to think, these Tales from the 
Decameron are in reality almost a text book for the 
earnest student of that greatest of all studies — human 
nature. 

Boccaccio’s stories have already lived five times as long 
as our United States. They were the “best sellers” when 
Broadway was still a wilderness — and yet today they still 
delight us with their immortal vitality, forever young, 
forever gay, forever thrilling. 

The morals and customs of Italy of the fourteenth cen- 
tury are all laid before you — the way people lived, the 
hovels and palaces they dwelt in, the strange pleasures 
they indulged in — all are told with a wit and pathos that 
never crept between the covers of any other book. Thus 
the stories not only amuse and entertain, which after all 
U the first requirement of good fiction, but they give us 


the history of manners and morals of a long passed age. 
They constitute a landmark of literature, which must not 
be passed over, if you would broaden your vision — make 
yourself truly cultured. 

SEND NO MONEY 
5 DAY TRIAL 

And now we are enabled to offer you three great classics 
— thirty-five of the best stories from the famou., De- 
cameron — for the amazingly low sum of only $1.98. Send 
no money — just fill out and mail the coupon below. When 
the package arrives pay the postman $1.98 plus few cents 
postage. Inspect this great book for five days, then if 
you are not delighted return it and your money will be 
refunded. Mail the coupon this instant before this low 
price offer is withdrawn! Franklin Publishing Co., 
800 N. Clark St., Dept. D-650,. Chicago, III. 
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Franklin Publishing Co., 

800 N. Clark St., Dept. D-650, 

Chicago, Illinois. 

Please send me a copy of The Tales from the 
immortal Decameron by Boccaccio. When package 
arrives I will pay postman only $1.98 plus few 
cents postage. If not delighted, I am at liberty 
to return the volume within five days and my 
money will be refund, d. 


1 


Name 

Address 

City .State 

If you may be out when the postman calls, enclose $2 
with this coupon and we will pay all delivery charges. 
Customers outside U. S. must send cash with order. 
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Whom do we cheer for? We cheer 
for FRENCH FOLLIES and we 
know whereof we speak. For: 
FRENCH FOLLIES is snappier 
than anything we ever got our hands 
on at college. It just exudes sophisti- 
cation. We boys want to know how 
to treat the mam’selles when we land 
over on the other side of the big 
pond and, believe us, we’re learning I 
The cute actresses and cocottes that 
race through the stories in this 
Frenchy magazine are worth study- 
ing for. We like their ways and we 
like their figures. 

Speaking of figures, FRENCH 
FOLLIES would make our math 
prof dizzy. He couldn't solve the 

e -oblems by geometry or algebra. 

ut we could, you see, because we’ve 
studied FRENCH FOLLIES like a 
text. Why not take a course, your- 
self? 


■Is as 


FRENCH FOLLIES, Volume 1, No. I, it published by Wonder Publications, Inc., at Now York, N. Y. 
Cafjtr ifht, 1930, by Wonder Publications, Inc. Single copy, 25 c. Contributions will be handled with cure, 
but Shu magaeme assumes no responsibility for their safety. Th 
or change any manuscript accepted for publication. 


The publishers reserve the right to modify 



3fe Was a zjtfan! 


LINDFOLDED?! Don’t be an ass!” 
“Model a human figure without the 
use of one’s eyes? Impossible!” 
Jean Maupin and Pierre Patout made ex- 


pressive gestures of dismissal of the idea 
that had been advanced by Andre Villon. 
“The idea is ridiculous 1” they exclaimed in 

unison. 
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By 

MARCEL VROUST 


They all loved her but It was up to Desiree to discover 
which one she loved. 


Andre, in whose studio the three sat over 
wine-glasses, smiled softly and twirled the 
ends of his tiny moustache. “Nevertheless 
I insist that it can be accomplished. Noth- 
ing is impossible. Besides, I’ve tried it 
myself.” 

“You must be madl” Maupin cried ve- 
hemently. “As well demand a tenor to sing 
O Sale Mio with his mouth and nose 


plugged with w'ax and cotton 1” 

“Or command a poet to produce a sonnet 
while under the influence of chloroform!” 
put in Patout. 

"Yes! Either is as absurd as proposing 
that a sculptor make a clay model from the 
life with his eyes bandaged!” Maupin 
added. 

"Oh, it’s not as difficult as all that !” 
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Villon protested with another smile. '‘See 
here!” 

He rose and threw aside a damp cloth 
from what had appeared, under it* cover- 
ing, to be a shapeless mass of wet modeling 
day. 

The two visitors beheld for the first time 
the well-designed image of a poodle dog, 
lifelike enough to evoke startled exclama- 
tions of praise from the two of them. 

“You don’t mean to try to make us be- 
lieve that you accomplished that work 
while you were blindfolded!” Maupin 


grinned. He waited for a reply. 

“But I assure you I did that very thing!** 
Villon answered. 

“But how? It sounds like a fairy-tale!’* 
Pa tout interjected. 

“By my sense of touch, idiot!” 

“Oh, this is impossible! Surely, Andre, 
you will modify your demands!” Patout 
replied excitedly. 

“Absolutely not. You two have been my 
comrades for years — we have shared every- 
thing-^ our lives, our shelters, even our 
loves. But now we have come to a place 
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where this must change. All three of us 
have attained a certain recognition as 
sculptors. Then what happen*?” 

He stopped and glared in mock anger at 
them. “I’ll tell you what happens!” he 
went on. “For the first time in my life I 
have found a model who means more to me 
than a piece of mere posed humanity. 
Desiree." 

“Ah — Desiree!” Patout said almost rev- 
erently. 

“In my happiness at having found my 


ideal. I invited you both to model her, that 
her graces might be perpetuated by more 
hands than my own. Then you both pro- 
ceed to make love to her, until she admits 
that she doesn’t know which of us to 
favor!” Villon finished. 

“We know all that 1” Maupin said impa- 
tiently. 

“Very well. Since Desiree is my dis- 
covery, you both admit I have some prior 
claim upon her affections as well as her 
services as a model. Hitherto, we thre* 
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have shared everything, and now you want 
me to share Desiree. I refuse ! Instead, I 
propose this contest: the winner to have 
full and clear track to Desiree’s . . . heart, 
without interference.” 

“Why the speech ? Get down to busi- 
ness !” Patout said wearily. 

“The contest, then, is that each of us 
shall model Desiree while blindfolded, and 
he who produces the most lifelike statuette 
is winner. We shall 
see which of us car- 
ries in his mind’s eye 
the clearest picture of 
the girl we all love.” 

“What does Desiree 
herself think of all 
this?” Patout asked. 

A soft, feminine 
laugh trilled from be- 
hind a Japanese 
•creen, and the two 
visitors turned. A 
glorious figure stepped 
into view — red-haired, 
graceful, adorable. It 
was Desiree, the mod- 
el; and she was clad 
solely in a kimono 
that was very loosely 
draped and very care- 
lessly held together 
with a negligent fore- 
finger. 

“Of course I think it is all right 1” she 
Said coquettishly. “In fact — Andre will tell 
you that it is my own ideal" 

Villon nodded 

Maupin put forth an objection. "Andre 
has had practice!” he said. "Observe the 
dog!” 

Desiree glanced at the modeled poodle 
and laughed again, revealing the soft lines 
of her warm young throat. “We shall post- 
pone the contest for a week, then, while 
you two practice a little. And then” — she 
seized a wine-glass and drained it — “to the 
best man!” She leaped nimbly upon the 
model’s dais, shrugged out of the kimono 


and stood revealed in all her youthful, 
Evesque, vivacious charm. She assumed a 
pose of hiring abandon, the glass outflung. 

“Done, then ! Agreed !” Patout and 
Maupin shouted together. 

“Then here are the rules,” Villon said. 
“We wait a week until you have had some 
practice at blindfold modeling. Then we 
meet here, draw straws to determine which 
of us shall make the first statuette, and 
begin. Each of us 
will have five sittings. 
Faliard, the critic, will 
judge the work. Eh 
bien?” 

“But how shall we 
know that we have all 
lived up to the blind- 
fold agreement?” 
Maupin asked. 

“Leave that to 
me r Desiree laughed. 
“With myself as 
prize, I'll see that 
there’s fair play.” 
“Tell me, I beseech 
you, how does it 
look?” 

Blindfolded and 
groping, his hands 
daubed with the mod- 
eling clay, Patout, 
who had drawn ths 
first straw, stood back 
from his work and cocked an ear toward 
where Desiree had been when he had touch- 
ed her last. Impishly she poked his ribs 
from the other side, having sneaked around 
him as he worked, her bare feet making no 
sound on the carpeted floor of the studio. 
She drew his head down to her lips and 
whispered into his ear, “It — it is remarkably 
like me 1” 

“You are sure? You mean it? Remem- 
ber, this is the final sitting — I must put on 
the finishing touches before I remove the 
blindfold 1” 

“We-ell, perhaps the left breast sags a 
little more than ^Coftlmued «n 47J 


Mademoiselle 
d Armentieres 

A. FLAPPER so dapper, fresh 
from France, 

Dropped into my studio. 

She rolled her pants and did a 
dance ; 

She wasn’t a prude, y’ know, 

“Will you paint a flea upon my 
knee ?” 

She asked with a saucy laugh, 

I shrugged and hugged and said : 
“Oui, oui!” 

Then painted a big giraffe I 

By Frank Kiln* 




A FEW days after Glenn Wilder took 
up his residence on the Alley Etoile 
and began attending the Ecole des 
Trois Arts, Bard Humphreys made it a 
point to stop in and see the young Ameri- 
can who was so Paris green. 

Humphreys, who did portraits and had 
been •‘hung twice” at the Academy, always 
made it a point to look up anyone from the 
States when they first arrived in the Latin 
Quarter. Several times he had helped the 
newcomer avoid unpleasant, expensive and 
of times dangerous adventures. 

“If I were you,” Humphreys said, once 
Glenn Wilder had made him a drink and 
handed over his humidor of American cig- 
arettes, “I’d be a little careful of French 
girls until I sort of learned fits ropes,” 


Wilder, young, handsome and wealthy, 
glanced across the dim courtyard, separat- 
ing the building where he lodged from the 
one that fronted on the Rue Octobre. 

"I came here to work. I don’t imagine 
I’ll have much time for the ladies." 
Humphreys smiled faintly. 

"French babies — and particularly those 
here in the Quarter — are apt to be the least 
bit tricky,” he murmured. “I mean to say, 
with them black isn’t always black or white 
white. They will show you a wonderful 
time but you don’t want to believe them. 
I merely thought I’d mention this so you 
wouldn’t make any mistakes.” 

Wilder glanced across the courtyard 
again. 

^ “Jhat’s mighty nice of you, old m^n. f 


m 


zM'oney 

^Matter 

By 

JACQUES LA MOND 


He found his ideal, his dream 
girl. But in Paris one can- 
not be fog. sure. 


appreciate it Only, as I said before, I 
don’t believe I’ll be chasing around with any 
of these oo-la-la mammas.” 

After Bard Humphreys had left. Wilder 
lighted a fresh cigarette and went to the 
window. Right across the shallow court- 
yard the waning sunshine painted the sill of 
the room in which the little, dark-haired 
girl who had smiled at him lived. Every 
day for the past fortnight she had put vari- 
ous articles of lingerie on a small pulley 
line to dry. There were some of them 
there now, pink, fluffy garments and Wild- 
er, smoking, heard the faint lilt of a cafe 
cbansonette. 

Suddenly he discovered that a lather 



boisterous breeze had taken one of the ar* 
tides of lingerie and blown it down in the 
courtyard. It lay there like a wounded bird, 
a bright splash of color against worn, gray 
stones. For a long minute Wilder looked. 
Then he caught up his hat and went down 
the stairs. 

The thing was a spidery silk chemise, 
vividly pink and delicately scented. Wilder 
picked it up and reflected. For some un- 
known reason an odd sense of excitement 
possessed him. He couldn’t explain it but 
it seemed as if he was standing before the 
pearly gates of Paradise that led into an 
enchanted land of love and passion. 

Making his way around to the Rue Oc- 
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tobre, Wilder asked information of the con- 
cierge in the building whose rear faced his 
own. A few minutes thereafter he was 
knocking on a third floor door, the excite- 
ment a glowing 
fire within him. 

"Voilat M y 
precious chemise 
i — and the nice 
young monsieur 
— he has recov- 
ered it 1 Merci, 
tnon ami/" 

The girl with 
the lustrous 
black hair who 
had smiled a- 
cross the court- 
yard at him 
stood before 
Glenn Wilder. 

She was ravish- 
ingly pretty and 
it was apparent 
that his knock 
had disturbed 
her while in the 
bath. She wore 
a negligee and 
nothing else. 

The volatile 
scent of per- 
fume crept out, 
mingling with 
the aroma of 
cooking cabbage 
and her small, 
bare feet made 
wet prints on the 
rug- 



girl put on her clothes behind a screen and 
chatted like an animated magpie. She told 
him her name was Vivi Bullier, that she 
was employed in a great hatshop on the 
Rue St. Honore 
but that there 
wa a strike 
and for two 
weeks there had 
been no work. 

The screen 
was semi-trans- 
parent, the wine 
had a kick to it 
and W i 1 d e r’s 
mind grew 
crowded with 
exotic idea*. 

"Couldn’t you 
come and have 
supper with 
me ?” he in- 
quired. “I’ll take 
you any place 
you say.” 

She looked 
over the top of 


Her lovely slim curves were bewitching in 
the moonlight. 


“It’s nothing,” Wilder stammered. ‘‘I 
just saw this— this — thing of yours in the 
courtyard.” 

“Please come in,” she invited. “You 
shall be rewarded with a glass of wine. Me? 
I am dressing to go for dinner but I can 
talk to you from behind the screen.” 

Wilder sat down on a lumpy sofa with an 
excellent glass of wine in his hand. .The 


the shadows. 

“That would 
be nice. You say 
you will take me 
any place I 
want? My good 
friend, there is 
only one place in 
Paris w h e r e I 
That is Carl Hesser’s on the 


care to dine. 

Avenue Monette.” 

“Very well, we will go there. You— 
you don’t happen to be married or any- 
thing?” Wilder ventured. 

Her laughter was like silver music. 

"Married? That is so funny. To be 
married and to make hats, hats, hats 1 No 
mon * tieuse, I am pot married. Why 2” 


54 MONEY MATTER 


IS 


Wilder’s glance was eagerly ardent. 

"Because,” he replied, “I wouldn't want 
your husband coming after me with a gun 
and I intend to see a lot of you !” 

The restaurant was tucked away on one 
of the broad thoroughfares in the Montpar- 
nesse district. Outside of the handsome 
blonde waiter who served them, Wilder 
didn't see anything particularly hot about 
the place. The waiter was tall, slim and 
looked like a Prussian cavalry officer. Vivi, 
feasting on snails, called him Louis. 

What Wilder ordered was quite elabor- 
ate. Consuming it gave him plenty of time 
to consider his companion. The more he 
looked at Vivi the better he liked what he 
saw. She was slender, deliciously curved 
instead of being bumpy and her skin, far 
from swarthy, was like creamy alabaster. 

Her blade eyes were filled with dancing 
fire, her parted lips were like two delightful 
roses and her vivacity resembled a bar of 
music. Wilder thought to himself that 
even back home there was no girl quite so 
charming and lovable as Vivi Bullier. 

After they had dined he 
suggested a cinema. The 
photoplay house was pre- 
senting an American pic- 
ture featuring Lois Moran 
and Nick Stuart The pic- 
ture talked and sang. Wil- 
der hardly heard it In the 
gloom of the place he had 
his arm about Vivi’s soft, 
yielding figure and she 
seemed content for him to 
leave it there. He brushed 
her dark hair with his lips 
and just before the lights 
came on to end both per- 
formances, his kiss found 
a resting place in the warm 
curve of her neck. 

“You are such a funny 
boyl” she smiled. 

Wilder wanted to go to a night resort 
where there would be dancing and gaiety. 

It seuM Is filSHat *9 bay# 53»l in hia 


arms while jazz music played. It was only 
a little after eleven o’clock. Paris was 
waking up for another night of gay and 
reckless pleasure. 

When he suggested it, Vivi, hanging on 
his arm, shook her dark head. 

"But no. Some other time. Me? 
M’sieu, I’m in no mood for gaiety tonight. 
You would not be either if you had no* 
worked for two weeks and if you needed 
so much money.” 

“Do you need money, Vivi?” 

She looked up at him solemnly. 

“Two hundred dollars, my friend. A 
fortune !” 

Wilder pressed her arm. 

“What do you need two hundred dollars 
for?” 

She smiled and shook her head. 

“That is a secret. But I do need it — so 
much. I shall not be happy until I get it, 
until the strike is over and I go back to 
work and save it. You see?” 

They had reached the house on the Ru* 
Octobre. A round, white moon filled ths 
the street with its silver 
glow. At the corner cafe, 
a favorite rendezvous with 
Latin Quarter art students, 
there was song and merri- 
ment. Wilder felt that ths 
last place he wanted to go 
was home. 

“Are you really going to 
say good-night and leave 
me, Vivi?” 

She made her gaze level 
with his. 

“I am afraid so. Tomor- 
row I must get up early and 
see if I can find temporary 
employment” 

Wilder, struck by a sud- 
den idea, caught her hand. 
It was warm, small and 
soft. 

“Look here,” he said seriously. “I can 
fix it so you get that two hundred dollars 
you need so badUyy 


All Babettfs 
smut cherit 
call h * t 
"Lig htning 
Bug ” because 
she's always 
lit up at night 
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Her red lips parted, showing the pearly 
line of her teeth. 

"Monsieur! You are serious?” 

‘‘Never more.” 

"But how?” 

Wilder nodded toward the dim doorway. 
"Let’s go upstairs. I’ll explain then. It’s 
simply a question of mathematics, arith- 
metic.” 

Her hand in his guided him up the steep 
steps. The taint of cabbage still lingered 
but Wilder caught only the fragrance of 
her polished hair. She made a light. in the 
small room where he had sat earlier and took 
one of his cigarettes. Expectancy tinted 
her cheeks with a delicate flush. 

Tell me!” she pleaded, close beside him 
on the sofa. 

Wilder looked deep into dark, shining 
eyes. 

"Well, it’s like this. You want two hun- 
dred dollars and I don’t want to go home. 
I’m just in the humor for whoopee, as they 
call it back home on Broadway. So if you 
meet me halfway we can probably strike an 
even balance. In other words, I’ll buy your 
time at so much an hour.” 

She thought that over pensively. 

“How much an hour?” 

Wilder calculated. It was twelve o’clock. 
Eight hours at twenty-five dollars per hour 
figured out to be two hundred dollars ex- 
actly. He told her the result of his cipher- 
ing and watched the dreamy expression on 
her piquantly pretty face. 

“Ei£bt hours! And you will really give 
me the two hundred dollars?” 

In reply Wilder produced his well-filled 
wallet. He showed her the amount in 
French currency, his pulses throbbing. 

“Is it a bargain?” 

She jumped up suddenly. 

"Mots out! What do we do first?” 
Wilder chuckled under his breath. 

"First, I’ll go into the street and get a 
taxi. Then we will go across the river to 
Montmartre. We will pick out file gayest 
place. We will dance, dine and drink 
champagne. And then, whan k if aJoroat 


dawn and the revelry is over, we will come 
hack here. Is that satisfactory?” 

She clapped her hands vivaciously. 

“It is wonderfull” 

“But you said you were in no mood for 
hilarity,” Wilder reminded her. 

“That,” she smiled, . “was before w« 
reached our bargain, monsieur 1” 

To Wilder that one Paris night was en- 
chanted. Montmartre. The Moulin Rouge. 
A negro jazz band that played American 
hits. Hissing, straw-colored champagne. 
The black eyes and red lips of Vivi and the 
way he made love to her to the accompani- 
ment of haunting music. 

It was a marvelous night and Glenn 
Wilder’s mind surged with errant fancies 
and thoughts. He told himself that Bard 
Humphreys was a good guy but all wet. 
The French babies might be gold-diggers 
and doublecrossers but his hot little Vivi 
did not belong in that class. Vivi was on 
the level and this one night, he vowed, 
would be the first of many nights when 
they played Paris and took away its singing 
pleasures. 

The haggard dawn was over the tall 
steeple of the Eiffel Tower when Wilder 
and Vivi Bullier left Montmartre. A taxi 
took them down to the city, across the slug- 
gish Seine and back to the Rue Octobre. 

Like two conspirators they mountod the 
creaking stairs. Her hand holding the fcfjr 
to her door, was unsteady. So Wilder took 
the key and had a job finding the keyhole 
himself. When he finally managed it thoy 
went into the front room. Again Vivi 
lighted a lamp and stood before him, ra- 
diant, flushed and charming. 

“M’sieu, it is six o’clock. You have only 
two hours left. You see?” 

“I see,” Wilder murmured throatily, “the 
most beautiful girl in all the world ! Vivi, 
I’m in love with you 1 Tonight I’ve gone 
and fallen hard for you. You’re my little 
French baby and I’m crazy about you 1” 
“You are so nice yourself!” she mur- 
mured, winding her rounded arms afeoqft 
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Smile, Smile, Smile! 



Andre : “She’d make a spiffy 
wife for any man." 

Leon : “But that isn’t the kind I 
want.” 


First Playboy : "So you’ve brok- 
en with Mtmi. Aren't you afraid 
she’ll take it to heart?" 

Second Ditto : "Non, but I’m 
afraid she’ll take it to court." 


CHARY CHARLES ADVISES 
MEN NOT TO SHOOT AT 
TOMCATS BECAUSE SOME 
DAY THEY MAY BE IN THE 
SAME POSITION THEM- 
SELVES. 


Run; ; “Let’s play house, mamsellt? 

Bebi: "Stupide, that’* only a child’s game." 
Rudi : “Not when you play with me, e Aerie,” 


La Fille: “Now that you've kissed mo, 
can you tell me whether I'm going to 
peas your couree?” 

Le Professeur: “Can’t possibly pass 
you. I need you in my class next term. 1 * 

* * * 

“Now he rocks the cradle." sighed Marie, “but 
I remember when he used to turn out the parlor 
lights.” 

* « • 

PHILIPPE, THE PHOTOGRAPHER, WILL 
HAVE YOU KNOW THAT MANY A NEGA- 
TIVE GIRL HAS BEEN DEVELOPED IN A 
DARK ROOM. 

* * a 

First Virgin: "Do you cross your legs whaa 
you sit down?” 

Second Ditto : "Out, Modesty demands it now* 
a-days.” 



ANOTHER POOR FISH IN 
THE SEA 

Widow: " I’ll start a boarding 
house for fishermen to support 
myself and petits enfants.” 

Jacques: "By all meins, Ma- 
dame. It eez necessaire to prepare, 
for the next catch” 


AN HONEST FEMME 


BANKER: “WOULD YOU EVER THINK OF MAR- 
RYING A DUMBBELL, IF HE HAD A LOT OF 
MONEY r 


FIFI: “CHER1, HOW MUCH HAVE YOU!" 


OH MAMAN! 

La M£re : “You should have walked home 

from that auto ride with Maurice, Nina.” 

Nine: “ Mamati , I couldn’t. We went too fax.” 

* * * 

STRAW VOTE 

First Husband: “Which man took home the 
aula-hula dancer last night ?” 

Second Husband: “I did. I drew straws for 
ter.” 
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CLINGING SPINES 

Fiji: "Why do they call you and Georges the 
Siamese twins?” 

Mimi i " Because we're stuck on each other F 
% * % 

NO CAN DO 

Fleurette: “Is your husband still working for 
the wine-seller?” 

Rosette: "Non, non. He got the air for stay- 
ing after hour# to take stock.” 


Mimi Goes Through 
Her Paces! 
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Here’s How 


TlyfTMI bad betzi a gay coeotte. Many had beta her lovers and variona. M 
aV* now she was settling down with a sturdy German. He loved Mitni passion- 
ately but the wise Mimi had had enough of passion. Her mind's eye pictured a 
rural German home with Hans’ dancing attendance and little ones climbing her 
knee. Such a pretty picture but alas Hans’ family were coming this very day to 
give her “the once-over” and she was terrified lest they dissuade Hans from 
making an honest “frau’’ of her. Then a bright idea came to Mimi and she took— 

juice of one lemon one-half cocktail glass grenadine 

juice of one orange two glasses gin 

one glass port wine white of one egg. 



She shook this well and served it to her stiff and severe company. They didn't 
unbend at once because one can hardly feel the kick this drink swallows so easily. 
When the egg white began to get acquainted with the Poisson they looked at Mimi 
through love-filled eyes and besought her for another and yet another sample. Of 
course Mimi made the grade and we presume Hans did too. If you’ve a much 
dreaded visit in store try Mimi’s concoction. 

A T LAST what might be termed the pests’ “Journey’s End” has been discovered. 

You may apply this to an over-realous husband, a jealous lover, a suspicious 
wife or a suspecting sweetie. It will give them illusions as to your goodness of 
character and presence of mind. It will assure them not only of your fidelity but 
of your burning desire to please. Don’t get us wrong. While “Journey’s End" 
does all this and more to them it also insures you against further annoyance and 
you can go your wayward way in peace. Take our warning though and don’t 
sample this recipe as you go along. It’s powerful strong and may put you where 
you won’t want to go a-straying. 





one-quarter glass orange 3 nice 
two glasses scotch 

Pour into a cocktail shaker and add 
ice. Agitate plenty and increase your 
own tempo therewith. Sample very, very 
carefully and add powdered sugar to 
sweeten. This may sound quite simple 
but the effect of the grapes, oranges and 
lemons to say nothing of the scotch get- 
ting all shook up together is something 
tremendous. It seems as though these 
ingredients get into a huddle ana become 
hot and bothered. They attempt to vent 
their feelings on each other without get- 
ting all mixed up. However repeated 
agitation breaks down the walls of resist- 
ance with the resulting sweet, delightful, 
mild mixture with a faintly sour twang. 


one-quarter glass grape juice 
one-quarter glass lemon juice 





“Pit-a-cake, pat-a-cake, baker’s man, 
I’m making a Daddy as fast as I can!” 




This is the original blonde that every man 
has preferred from Adam on 




Shadowy skin, eyes and hair, combined with a richly 
embroidered shawl make this study very 
reminiscent of “ Sunny Spain ” 





Mademoiselle’s debonair manner is telling you she 
knows all the best beds in Europe 





“Just like a toy 
Children enjoy; 

Loved and then thrown away!” 




What is this little peach doing among 
the grape vines? 





“Now this is the point, Madame. Will 
you come across ?” 




The sharp lines of the flung scarf afford an interesting 
contrast with the symmetrical curves of the model 






Heard on the Riviera: 
“ Is my suit too long?” 





Mademoiselle has discovered that a pink silk teddy 
and a .38 calibre can pnt to shame Dan 
Cupid’s sharpest arrows 



Some skirts have a way of rising 
with the temperature! 
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Chuck That Chuckle! 



“The fellow who called this felling" cnSonod 
Pedro to his cute model, “ was way, Move me." 

« ■ • 


Rudi : "Your lipstick is coming oft.” 

Joli: “Why, it certainly is not!" 

Rudi : “Listen, petite. When I get at rear 
to a momselle as I am to yon now, her lip- 
stick is coming off!” 


Nurse : "Monsieur, goes* whom the My re- 
sembles most." 

Alarmed Papa: “Mon Dieut Most I gosm 
IfcatP 

■ a ■ 


Joan: "Dojpou believe m trial marriages f 
Bdbeftet 'Well, my marriage has been a Mob* 

a • * 


Maurfce: "I'm off the straight and narrow.” 
Panic "Von didn’t rob a bank?" 

Mvqfras "Nan, I’m looking lor a broad" 

flO 



D^othing 'But Thrills 

By CLIFF CARRUTH 


The Story So Par: 

Patty Allen, a peppy American girl in 
Paris, does not like her thrills in the form 
of stout, annoying Frenchmen who follow 
her. Escaping such a person, Patty en- 
counters Andy Boyd, an old admirer. 

She makes a date with Andy for that 
night after he mentions a Persian Prince, 
’Alla Bey, who is in Paris to procure girls, 

mi 


for his harem. Patty goes back to her hotel 
and while taking a bath the room is invaded 
by the stout Frenchman who had followed 
her. He turns out to be Monsieur Felix 
Garand, who wants to give Patty a contract 
for his revue at the Moulin Noir. 

She accepts when she learns the revue is 
to entertain Alla Bey at his St. Cloud villa. 
Later, Andy Boyd tells Patty he has learned 
that Gargnd is employed by the Persian to 




An American girts experiences in the land where 
everything goes! 


find pretty, shapely gtrls for the harem. 
Patty sees she is in for a lot of thrills. 

I T WAS ten o’clock when Patty’s taxi 
drew up before the flamboyant portals 
of the Moulin Noir. She went in, 
after conversation with the custodian of the 
doorway, and found herself in a huge place 
where there were many tables and chairs 
grossing a stage uj>on which the vaudeville 


show went on while the customers dined, 
drank and waxed merry. 

“I guess you must be the little lady Felt* 
was following all over Paris,” a voice said 
beside Patty. "Miss Allen, isn’t it? I’m 
Harry Brownell, Garand’s interpreter and 
press-agent. Glad to know you. Say, I’m 
surprised at a girl of your type crashing 
the gates here. You don’t belong in thia 
com and callous opera. You look vir» 
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tuous and all that goes along,” 

Patty smiled demurely. 

"Thanks for the compliment. I am — if 
that’s any satisfaction.” 

Brownell shook his head. 

“And Felix picked you for the tableau, 
the Cleopatra Love Barge scene. Oh, well, 
what’s the use trying to figure the dames? 
Once they’re stage struck you can’t pry ’em 
away from the racket. Come on, I’ll tell 
Felix you’re here and exchange languages.” 

With her blue eyes inquisitive, Patty 
'touched his arm impulsively. 

“Tell me something. Is — is this work 
I’m going to do very dangerous ?” 

Brownell smiled faintly. 

"It all depends. Is showing your shape 
dangerous? What the devil! Come on, 
meet the boss.” 

Garand was in his office bade of the 
stage. Patty learned her job in the revue 
was a simple one. All sbe had to do was 
pose in a colorful Egyptfen scene. For this 
she was to receive a certain number of 
francs every week. The costumes were not 
quite ready so she posed with other girls in 
her street clothes while they wore their 
own. 

Then Garand through Brownell told her 
when to appear at the music hall again and 
Patty left to emerge into the yellow Paris 
sunshine and meet Andy Boyd at the Hotel 
International. She didn’t tell him where 
ahe had been. 

Boyd gave her a choice. The race* at 
Auteuil, the Park at Buttes-Chaumant, 
Versailles or a sail down the Seine. Patty 
considered and finally picked the park. 
They took a taxi at the Place d’ Anvers, 
had luncheon together and went up to the 
Belvedere, looking down at the magnificent 
panorama below. 

Alone there, where the woodlands ended 
and thi sun unrolled a golden carpet they 
aat down on a flat, huge rock. It was warm 
and pleasant. Boyd, as usual, began to 
make love to her immediately. There was 
passion and fire in his gaze, a pl eading gpte 
h vibrant voieg. 


“Patty, ever since I can remember my 
trouble has been you. You’re my hope, 
worry and despair. Look ! Why don’t you 
say O. K., peg a wedding and honeymoon 
back to New York with me? You have no 
idea what a thrill I’ll turn out to be !” 

She looked up at him solemnly. 

“You are a sweet boy, Andy. But ever 
so silly. Don’t you know people don’t get 
married in Paris? I mean, Americans. 
Paris is where they come to get unmarried.” 

“Don’t kid ! I love you so much. Like 
this, Patty — ” 

His arms went about her and drew her to 
him. She wanted to resist but she was 
afraid to struggle. The rock was so high 
and there was nothing about them except 
thin, empty air. So she let Boyd kiss her 
with despairing abandon, wondering if his 
kisses and lovemaking would have aroused 
her more had not the expectancy of meet* 
ing Alla Bey filled her so completely. 

As it was she allowed his fervent kisses 
and mad squeezing until some sightseers 
came along and ended the episode. 

“I’m not going to give you up!" Boyd 
vowed in a strained tone. “I’m a trying 
fool ! Patty, you’ve got to be mine !” 

“What a husband you’d make!” she 
smiled. “Just like an architect I’d have 
your black and blue prints all over me !” 

Boyd leaned closer. 

“Make a date for Thursday night and 
let me convince you that I’m one man in a 

million.” 

“Thursday night?" Patty’s pulse* 
throbbed. "Oh, not that night I expect 
to be busy.” 

“Shopping?” 

“Perhaps,” she answered enigmatically. 

With that Boyd had to be content. Long 
after he had gone Patty remembered the 
airy rock, his arms about her and his hot, 
passionate kisses. Could it be possible she 
was falling for Andy? Was it a fact that 
here in Paris, face to face with the thrills 
she always sought she was losing her heart 
to a youth she had knows all of her hfa 



Suddenly the curtain parted and 'AUa Bey wept her with 
hit burning gage! 


Resolutely »he triad to dismiss the idea 
of Boyd but it lingered over until late that 
Thursday afternoon. Then, Patty at the 
Moulin Noir, waited while several Renault 
motor ears together with a bus took the 
company of Monsieur Garand out to St. 
Goud and the Villa Iraz, rented by the 
young Persian Prince, Alla Bey. 

Patty found herself beside Harry 
Brownell in one of the Renaults. He 
lights) * cigarette for her and chuckled 


when the ear moved off sumptuously, 

“Just like a funeral, eh ? I hope it won't 
be yours, girlie.” 

“You’re a cheerful soul, aren’t you? Al- 
ways looking on the bright side of things. 
Always the bujy little optimist.” 

The caravan had left Paris with its 
boulevards and incandescent display. They 
were on a straight road that led to the sub- 
urb*. Patty divided her time between 
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thinking about the Villa Ira?., the kind of 
harems they have in Persia and Andy Boyd. 

Sire stared steadfastly ahead through the 
dark. When they finally reached St Goud 
toward nine o’clock anticipation was like a 
sharp bright sword that stabbed her 
through and through. 

The Villa Iraz, a huge, rambling struc- 
ture that had been a chateau in the days of 
the last Empire, was set in a charming park. 
A high wall surrounded the property. The 
cars went through tall bronze gates and 
after a few minutes’ ride up a curving 
driveway, Patty found herself in a large 
second floor room with the eight other girls 
who were part of the tableau pageant 

They were a common type of French 
girl, former cocottes, grisettes, vivandiires 
and pleasure girls. There were none of 
them as pretty as Patty and they seemed to 
resent her fresh, lovely presence among 
them. 

From far away Patty heard the beat of 
an orchestra. A full hour elapsed before 
Monsieur Garand and Harry' Brownell 
walked into the room. By that time the 
French girls had disrobed and were pic- 
turesque in scanty lingerie. Garand laid 
down a huge valise, rattled off some hissing 
French and gestured to Patty. 

Brownell approached her. 

"Come on, baby. Snap into it. Your 
act goes on in twenty minutes.” 

“What do I do?” Patty inquired. 

“Strip, get your clothes off. Your cos- 
tume is in the grip. Grip is good — isn’t 
that another name for influenza? Believe 
me, you’ll get plenty of it in this rig. Go 
ahead, imitate a banana and peel while I 
dig out the chiffon and beads.” 

Patty purposely took her time in disrob- 
ing so that both men would be out of the 
room when she put on the costume that 
Brownell draped over the back of the chair 
before her. Garand and the press-agent 
withdrew finally leaving her to gasp at what 
she was to wear. 

The garb seemed nothing more than a 

fragile lace curtain that would have gone 
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big in any front parlor window. With it 
went an elaborate feathered headdress and 
a string of crystal beads. Patty, donning 
the costume, remembered an old adage 
about half revealed charms being more en- 
ticing than complete exposure. As it was, 
she saw she had fared rather well. 

Some of the other girls had drawn noth- 
ing save beads and headdresses! In Pari* 
it evidently was not the fashion to cover 
rounded, pink-tipped breasts. 

"All ready, ladies?” Brownell said sud- 
denly from the doorway. "Come along. 
Miss Allen. You’ve two minutes to go on. 
And remember, everybody. Pose as you’ve 
never posed before!” 

Across a broad corridor, down a spiral 
staircase and up some more steps to a tiny 
stage where colored lights swooned behind 
a lowered velvet curtain. A property barge, 
made of canvas and cardboard, graced the 
center of the stage. The stout Garand si- 
lently assigned the girls to their places with 
much gesturing and sibilant hissing. Spot- 
lights beat down upon them, rear and bor- 
der lights were dimmed and Garand 
snapped his fingers. 

"Now!” he said in French. 

The orchestra played a dreamy, sensuous 
waltz. The curtain parted in the middle 
and Patty, languidly posing in the bow of 
the boat, looked out over the footlights with 
high and eager interest. 

The little stage was at one end of an 
ornamental, spacious ballroom in the villa. 
Lightless crystal chandeliers hung like gi- 
gantic stalactites from an arched ceiling. 
The walls were panelled entirely In golden 
brocade and decorated with charming pas- 
toral scenes. Patty noticed these things last 
for her curious gaze focused immediately 
upon the audience. 

This audience consisted of one person. 
The instant she saw him Patty knew she 
was looking at Prince Alla Bey, the million- 
aire Persian who had rented the villa and 
come to Paris on a secret mission of hl» 
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An American Gentleman 
In Paris -- find him 
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IWave a Sweetheart Forlbu 

UP ns arrange a 
. romantic eorrc- 
* gpondence for 
yon. Meet your sweet- 
heart through the 
world'a foremost 
high - class social 
/correspondence club, a 
r club for refined, lonely 
people, members every- 
where. Strictly CONFI- 
DENTIAL, efficient and 
dignified service. We bare 
made thousands of lovely peo- 
ple happy — why not yon? 
Write for FREE scaled particulars. 
KVA MOORE. BOX 90B. JACKSONVILLE, FLA. 


Recommended for rundown condition, lack of 
pep. impaired vigor and general debility. The 
Fountain of Youth was only a Myth— but 
French Toniquettee are a happy Reality for 
discouraged men and women. 40-Time pack- 
age $3. Special strength for severe cases $3. 
Send stamps, cash or money order or pay on 
delivery, plus postage. Beal Results — or 
money back. 

U FRANCE CO. 

32 Union Square. New York, Import Dept. FP 

THE BRIDE’S BOUDOIR 

Uke peeps through private keyholes Is this Intimate 
ntecp, revealed In a young girl's secret diary. It Is 
Ike tale of her lore Ilfs, from the early days of 
gurlodty and courtship through a glowing honey- 
moon to a thrilling climax that will stir your 
blood strangely. A new light on the question of 
birth control. A $3 seller eut to $1.48. Bend 
’ order or (tamps or pay on delivery plus 20c 
a Sent sealed In plain wrapper. 

EDUCATOR PRESS „ _ 

BB-255, 23 We»t Broadway, New York 

DARING FRENCH 
CARTOONS 

The kind you bare heard about but never amr. 
Peppy, Snappy bedroom scenes. "The Old Maid.** 
"Two Girls and One Man.” "Adam and Eve." 
*Ta and Ms,” "Chicago 811m," and many more, 
all for $1.00. A dandy set of Daripg French 
girl photo s fr ee with each order. Be sore to 
send your EXPRESS ADDRESS. 

Box 1200, Portland, Ore. Dept. CM1. 

RARE PRINTS 

Imported from Paris. Never before shown 
here. Agents’ Sample Selections sent by 
express for $1, $2, $5, or $10. _ Send stamps, 
money order (or cash by registered letter). 

PARK PUBS. CO., Dept. L-255, 

IS Beekman St., New York 

Real action pictures 

IMPORTED FROM GERMANY 
love Srauw ef German Lowes in Life-like Actions. Five, all Affer- 
ent, $1.00. Ssa Breeze Novelty Home, Wert Haven, Conn., Dept. 
f-M-AP. 





Tort po 
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DORA- MAC e 

pocket slac cartoon booklets with surprise package for l 
for $1.00. Hot French photoe, 10 for one dollar. 

~ WK.V8 (nWMrtwk. jllfe, Kn fct 


Alla Bey lounged in a huge, high-backed 
chair that was like a throne. It was set 
where ordinarily the second orchestra row 
would be. He was all in white, in his flow- 
ing native garments and he affected the 
turban of the photograph in the Parit 
Herald with its gleaming jewel. There 
was just enough light from the stage for 
Patty to see him fully. He was swarthy, 
lean, young and not unattractive in Wi 
dark, distinguished way. Other jewels 
were on his fingers and even his pointed 
slippers held massive buckles encrusted with 
diamonds and rubies. 

Alla Bey sat motionless, as if bored by 
the spectacle he viewed. Only his dark, 
liquid eyes were alive and alert. They 
wandered over the eight girls who posed on 
Cleopatra’s Love Barge. With a sharp, 
tingling thrill Patty beheld the Persian’s 
glance move to and fasten upon herself. 

As they did so Alla Bey moved. He 
leaned quickly forward, staring at her with 
an intent gaze. Slowly, a smile began to 
haunt his lips and his eyes narrowed craft- 
ily. Patty had time only to draw a deep, 
uncertain breath. The next minute the 
velvet curtains fell back in place and the 
tableau was over. 

Monsieur Grand clapped his hands, in- 
dicating the steps and the stairway beyond. 
As Patty went through the wings Hatty 
Brownell touched her arm, speaking In a 
low, rapid voice. 

“Take a tip from me and get dressed as 
quick as you can! Wait outside in the car 
until it’s time to go back to Paris! Keep 
your head down, baby — ” 

A man in Oriental costume had come In 
from the ballroom and was speaking to 
Monsieur Garand. Harry Brownell had 
disappeared. Patty, his warning sharp In 
mind, turned to cross to the spiral stairs. 
Garand, as she took a first step, reached out 
and stayed her progress with one of his fat, 
warmly moist hands. 

“Wait!” he ordered, in his broken, un> 
certain English. “This man. You go whh 
hi&l Xop go gjth thi? mauf* 
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The one in the Oriental costume bowed 
before Patty. 

“Mademoiselle will follow me.” 

Patty hesitated dubiously. It was all 
transparently dear. The servant had been 
•ent by Alla Bey to bring her to him. The 
thrills she had expected were only a matter 
of minutes away now. 

She asked herself what she could do. 
What should she do? To follow meant 
courting danger recklessly. Better, she 
Counselled herself, to make a break and get 
out of the villa while the getting was good. 
The hand of the servant clamping itself 
tightly about her wrist ended her debate. 

“Mademoisdle will come with me,” he 
repeated politely. 

“Go I Go! Hurry 1” Garand barked. 

As if in a dream Patty found herself be- 
ing conducted down a rug-strewn corridor. 
She was ushered into a chamber. 

“Mademoiselle,” the first servant in- 
formed her, “will wait.” 

He bowed himself out and Patty drank 
in her surroundings. The walls were hung 
With Oriental silks. Crossed spears stood 
|n one corner of the room. In the center a 
magnificent couch was covered with the 
•Ion of some wild animal while the ceiling 
had been arranged so that stars glittered 
With a cold, crystal light. 

Patty felt her doubts grow. It was all 
too sumptuous to be satisfying. She stood 
there in the artificial starlight for a long in- 
terval. Finally footsteps outside, a musical 
voice speaking some strange language 
aroused and lifted her lowered head. An- 
other minute elapsed before the door 
opened. 

Alla Bey entered, paused to sweep her 
with another burning glance, and then 
Crossed to her. 

Behind him the door shut softly. 


Patty" s thrills have only begun. To 
find out how they end be sure to get 
your May “French Follies ’ ” for the next 
iasta laeu t it (Ml* fascinating serial. 



Banish 

is 


Take no chances with a 
your health and * 
mss happiness! Here Is 

tn^afe, sort way to solve that Intimate problem of marrted life, 
ffe tfU*e£ amplest, most convenient way. Let VAGI-SLffS 
end your fears and uncertainties. These Mflf anttaeptic 
make feminine hygiene convenient any time, anywhere, amt 
give instant protection, destroying all pxw-h&Ti aecimuktlous. 
But be sure you get genuine VAGI-SLEPS. QM* direct from Uto 
address bdow. Beware of imitation* 

Feminine Hygiene Without 

y/ater or Accessories 

No fan. no Bothet— VAGI-SLIP3 are i always ready for 
painty women say they are Just what they htn always wan 
Absolutely reliable. absolutely harmless. Contain no potato* 
not Injure delicate membranes. Safer, simpler to use than 
bn lie add or compounds containing bichloride of mercury. 
dquc *uu SpeeIa | offer— -Send Now 

Take advantage of my personal, confidential service LJ? 

married women by mail. To introdae* 
VAGI-SLUS to you, I offer you a generoua 
sire box for only 60c (or two boxes for 
fl.00). Bend name and addre» at onto* 
enclosing currency, money order or eUmpa. 
1 will send your package at once with flea 
instruction*, la P 1 * 1 * 
wrapper. Money back tt 
not satisfied. Wrtta M 
today. 

VIOLET FAB I 


143 Foarth Ava.. New York City 



FREE 
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For ai# of 


VAGISLIPS 
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ART STUDIOS 
F-3, McAdoo, Penn*, 


VE “IT” 

FOB MEN ONLY. 5 Different rare and daring French Stories. A1 
S4 rare French Picture*. Also Tlllle A Mac. All for $1.00 bC 

Paris m mimc co.. ai« Part a..,, m« y»t. o.,t. f, 

naughty tAixie 


OH BOY! Just Imported I "NAUGHTY TU.LIB." She's full-of-pcp. 
Something new for men who like a live one. Live! Peppy! k 
Knockout 1 Sent sealed, $1.00. FREE with order, “Secret* of tht 
Harem" and 7 other live booklets. 

lOVEEtt BOOK BOUSE, OKA. E. E. 122 VIM St, FUlL, M. 
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FOR ART LOVERS 

MMan "JUatSD" prloll ««lo ttlfitblg, 2,400 different 
plrtura 1 b glorious life-like colors — landscapes, figure studies, art 
JMdahb satires, marines, historical. Man; startling subjects. Com- 
plate Aft Catalog reproducing 2,400 platara photographically sharp 
and dear In all details tor only $2. An amazing bar gain 1 Send 
‘ ■ or M. 0. or pay postman $2.25 on delivery. Sent 

_ i collection of miniatures, 50c, Art Dealers — write. 

; MIL, 13 Bestmaa Stmt , Bew Yort, Dept J-253 


‘A Bridal Eve” 


Hi Bridal ] 
Mail* A m! 




I Eve. A Daughter of Eve. A Girl’s Awakening. 
Sweet Hour. Two Men and a Maid. A Loving 
-A Mad Love. The Wileg of Love. An Ardent Woo- 
ing. Love'* Carnival. A Nameless Sin. The Hour of 
T captation. 50 cents each. Any three for $1.00. All 12 
for $3JQ. Sent sealed in plain wrapper care of General De- 
livery, if desired. All orders must be prepaid in stamps 
y H. O. Cross Co., Dept, F.F., 2$ Church St.. New York. 

i Secrets of Fascination 

Bow to win (Mends, love, popularity, power, lue- 
tot — how to cultivate Irresistible charm and a 
magnetic personality — all rernled In •'MENTAL 
INFLUENCE/' an easy court* of 12 wacUcal 
lessons. Tells secrets of Fascination, Pwsooal 
Magnetism, Hypnotism, Psychic Influancs, concen- 
tration for Success, Mental Magic, Influencing 
_ ones, etc. 8end only $1.10 cash, stamp* or M. 0. Guaranteed. 
ICATBI MESS, 23 W. Broadway, N«w York, D«pt, B-255. 

‘ ’ I positively guarantee 

my great Successful 
“Relief" Compound. 
Safely relieves some 
of the longest, most 
obstinate, abnormal 
eases in S to 5 days. No harm, pain or interference with 
work. Mai] $2.00; Double Strength $3.00. Booklet Free. 
.Write today. DR, C. T. SOUTHINGTON REMEDY CO* 
Kansas City, Mo. 

ACTION PICTURES 

•I* hr Meet "Origln.ls” with mm t VAC sad AIM 24 
Ottun. All for 41.00 Bill. 

AtTHI mmo CO., 4160 P.rk Aw,, >r» Yort. 0»pt. F. F. 


WERCO FRENCH TUNIC TABLETS 


Double Strength. A potent tonic and nerve stimulant fee Ben. 
$2.00 postpaid, In plain wrapper (or C. 0. D. $2.15). 3 boxes 
for $5.00. Special strength for sever* eases $8.00. t boons 
Special Strength $5.00. Money-bach guarantee. 

Wert* laboratories, 205 Middlesex Stmt, Lowell, Bass., Dept. P, 
t> ARP RAOKQ Spicy Peppy Snappy, Secrets of the 
aAIUI DUUJVa Harem. French Talee of Pawlon, Doc- 
tor Book of Private Information. Mormonlsra Exposed. Secrets for 
Women Only, Th* Diary of a New York Dick. Book of Startling 
Information. All T shove hooka $1.00 postpaid Satisfaction 

Guaranteed 

B. E. fLOrB. Box 1200, Portland. Ore. Dept. 77-11 
Hff A nnw BIG DIRECTORY WITH DESCRIP. 
JVI A K K Y 1 tion9 an( * photos, mailed in plain 
*'“ M% ** * • wrapper for ten cents. - 
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Pvt y, • ... Imw Sity. M«. 


THERE’S A REASON 

Wealthy Broker : “Let’s sit on the sofa, cherie* 
Cocotte: “Why, am I too be .ivy for you?" 
Broker: "Non, non, ma petite. There’s more 
play in the sofa springs.” 



Over the Wire: “Darling, maman won’t al- 
low me to step out with you tonight unless you 
get a real hot boy friend for her, too.” 



BRIGHT DISEASE 

First Roui: “What’s the matter with Ed- 
mond?*” 

Second ditto: “He has High Blond Pressure” 
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“ALL I WORKED UP WAS HER APPE- 
TITE,” SAID THE DISAPPOINTED LOVER 
SADLY. 

* * * 

POURQUOI NON? 

Yvette: “Mine hands it to me right from the 
shoulder.” 

Sueettc: “Why doesn't he start in at the hip 
tome time?” 



A MONEY MATTER 

(Continued from page 14) 

Wilder cruthed her fiercely to him. He 
drank in her passionate kisses and found 
them more thrilling than champagne. Mad- 
ness possessed him, 

“You do love me? And you do play 
fair? You’re not like these French dolls 
I’ve been warned against 1 Vivi, this one 
night will not be the last. Promise me 
that!” 

Her breath on his face was like a warm 
sephyr. 

“I promise 1 You shall be my sweetheart, 

my lovsrj* 




Cosr.pJete $30 Outfit 
Now Only 


Try 


BUILDS 
MUSCLES 
LIKE MAGIC 

P.ET strong — QUICKLY t Build 
yourself a powerful body. Take 
advantage of this smashing bargain l 
First time ever offered at this price. 
Now only $5 for this famous $30 
ralae Complete Home Gymnasium. Try 
It 10 days at our risk. Convince 
yourself. See your muscles GROW. 
Head below what you get. Everything 
included In this amazing SALE. Every- 
thing GUARANTEED. Man, the Mg 
10-cable Chest Expander alone Is worth 
more than yoa pay for entire outfit. 
Don't confute with cheap Imitations. 
Thto la the real MeFADDEN Outfit. 

SAVE $25 ON THIS 
FAMOUS OUTFIT 
Look What You G*$ 

1. 10-Cable Progressive Chest 

Expander, worth $5.00 

2. Wall Apparatus Attach meat, 

worth JO 

3. Patented Progressive Stlmp 

far Iff Me teles, worth — , — tJO 

4. Scissor Crips, two, for devel- 

'as. 


salsteiy adinstablo, 
l. no slipping, worth J4Q 
lla of Health set 


6. Encyclopedia .. 

Strength, worth 840 

7. 12 Wroxs* Home lostroetioa 

Coon* la SeieRtlta Mascle* 
Boildlas, worth — -I 15.00 

TOTAL WORTH $3040 

YOURS FOR ONLY $5.00 
Any of above may be purchased ae»- 
wetely at prices shown. 

RUSH COUPON 

Let me send you this whole wonder- 
ful Muscle-Building Outfit to try at my 
risk. Never before a bargain like this. 1 
A complete Home Gymnaalum that will 
pep yon up and build you up — all tor 
$5 — and your Money Back If you don't 
agree It'e the finest Quality and biggest 
value ever offered at this price. Mail 


10 Day* 


Let Mo Bead Yet 
Complete 6etHt to Trf 
Bt My Riek 


Coupon NOW! ■* ■/ __ 

Michael McFadden. (Dept. 0-149) 55 E. lltt St., Rev Yert 

Michael McFaddeo, (Dept. B-149) 55 K. 11th St.. Mow Yort 
55 East 11th Street, New York City 


Dear Mr. McFadden: I enclose $5 (1/6 regular value) lop 
which please send me complete Muscle-Building Outfit to try— 
Cheet Expander, Wall Apparatus Attachment, Stirrup, Reiaene 
Grins, Head Gear, Encyclopedia, IS Weeks' WurtJon Con nek 
My MONET BACK If I return outfit hi 10 days. 




Address 
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FRENCH POLLIES 




With a breath Wilder unhooked her 
dress and carried her into the bedroom be- 
yond . . . 

Two days later Glenn Wilder, looking 
across the courtyard, discovered Vivi’i 
room was vacant. Almost at the same 
moment there came a knock on the door 
and Bard Humphreys sauntered in. 

"I was just passing and 1 thought I’d 
look in and say hello. How got* every- 
thing?” 

With an effort Wilder moved his anxious 
gate away from the courtyard. 

“Fair enough.” 

Humphreys nodded, glancing at his 
watch. 

“I'm just on my way to attend a wed- 
ding. One of the boys who studied with 
me at the Beaux Arts. Chap by the name 
of Louis Joubert. He’s quite an artist but 
he’s been acting as a waiter at Car! Hesser’s 
place to help out. You see, he had an 
agreement with the girl he’s marrying to- 
day.” 

Wilder, feeling something sink within 
him, nodded. 

“What kind of an agreement?” 

Humphreys chuckled. 

“Well, they decided to marry when «acn 
had saved a certain amount. Little Vivi— 
that’s the bride’s name — was two hundred 
bucks short the last time I saw her. This 
wedding news was quite a surprise. She 
must have come into a legacy.” 

Glenn Wilder laughed. 

“Either that or found a sucker 1” 

Humphreys shook his head slowly. 

“Oh, no, not that. Little Vivi,” he 
stated, “is about the only one of these 
French babies who is absolutely on the 
level. Guess I’ll be going. And speaking 
of women reminds me. I hope you haven t 
forgotten my warning, old man.” 

Wilder glanced once more across the 
shallow courtyard. Then he stood and fol- 
lowed his caller to the door. 

“No, I haven’t. Er — do me a favor,” he 
requested, “Give tbs bride my regards!" 


HOW TO OBTAIN 

A Better Looking Nose I 

improve your personal appearance 

My new Model 25 Nose Shaper design*! 
to improve the shape of the nose by re- 
moulding the cartilage end fleshy parts, 
sarely, and painlessly. Thle Is accomp- 
lished thru the verp flat and precise ad- 
justments which only Biy patented Model 95 
possesses, Beiults are lasting. Can he 
worn at night, er during the day. Money 



refunded If not i 
trial. 


ItaM after 

KffiV 


thirty days' 


Write ror free 

M. TRJ ^ 

Pioneer Note Shaping Specialist 
Dept. 118 Binghamton, M. V. 




“THrIlu NS - 

end many other fascinating werrtl of tovemokiog 
explained lu "Bolt P* Waite tote." How to 
overcome bashfulnttfr eoldmu*, girlish reserve. 
How to pat the question, instructions for bride 
room, etc. Pritieleu to ail who would sec- 
with the ether sex— 50c. “flow to Write 

Letters.” with many successful example*. 80c. 

uw. Bend cash, stamp* er M. 0. 

Mi tt, SJ W. feroadway, New York City, Dept. LM-S35 

K are imported French 
Art Photos 

Nude potes of beautiful young daring French 
girls. The Mad tneh like but seldom geh 120 
poses, $1.00. 2B9 poses, $2.00. Guaranteed 

the but and lowest priced lb America, gold for 
art purposes only. Other dealer* Would charge 
you at least $10.00 for this lot. Why pay that 
much? Be Bare to Knd^your Express Address. 

Box 1200, Portland, Ore. Dept. A7*ll 

TITIVATE EDITION 

CONFIDENTIAL SERIES (A) 

Unretouched 100% Nude poses, of Daring American Women. 
No Statues. Actual Photos from life. Full figures. Cloie-upe in 
positions men like to look at. (Clear— Sharply Focused) 12 Glossy 
Life-Like (Postcard Photos) $1.00 with (?) Special Edition, (15 
KATe tauahld 6lf Photo* $2.00.) 

AFFILIATED NATIONAL STUDIOS . 

•alts 0*100 MaAdoa, Pinna. 

TILLIE & MAC 

Mattie A Jiggs — Peaches L Browning — Dumb Dora—Boes A Bubbles 

and 12 others. All for $1.00 Bill. 

BEX SALK CO.. 4160 Park Avt., New York Dipt, f. f. 

4® PEPPY STORIES 

08 SOT I Fust what you want. 40 real life peppy aid spicy etudes, 
illustrated with lots of pictures, sure to pleats. Fit KB WITH 
UfcDkB. "10 PEPPY POCKET CARDS’' big package sent expms 
uniy for $1.00. 

NOVELTY BOOK HOUSE, D ept. E. E., 129 Vine It, Phlli., Pa. 

DOE A — MAC 

TIUte, Frenehy and Sparky, cartoon booklets, regular 2 in. x S in. 
sire. All for $1.00. Eight hot. photos for SI. 00, 

JUNIOR SALES COMPANY. 254 Drtxsl Bide., Phlli- Ft. 

FRENCH LOVERS PHOTOS 

Life pom of French girls and fellows, in passionate hot love Mines. 
Imported direct from France. 12 for $1.00 or 50 for fS.OO all 
different poles. SEA-BREEZE NOVELTY HOUSE. Wirt Haven, Cano. 
Dipt* FH-U‘L-2. 


EVER FEEL LONESOME? 

Ladlee anil gentlemen everywhere anxious to make friends. Vast 
msabershtp, refined and glncere, find your sweetheart; wrile for par- 
ticulars and gee what w« have done for others. 

■a »««■» FlU* W iMttM St, tkk(«9t IH. 
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HE WAS A MAN! 

{Continued from page 8) 

it should . . . or perhaps I am egotistical?” 

"Non, non!" Patout exclaimed with 
fervor. “You are like some maiden Diana 1 
You are firm and beautiful 1 You have no 
sagging curves! Here— let me change it 
— 3tand still a moment while I ... get the 
feel of that curve . . . there I Hold it, 
please I Now — !’’ 

. Swiftly his left hand pinched and patted 
the plastic clay of the statuette, while his 
right gropingly explored and traversed the 
curving, modeled perfection of the girl’s 
bare breast. At last he had finished. “How 
is.it now?” he asked. 

“It is myself to the life!” cried Desiree, 
whipping the blindfold from his eyes. “You 
deserve a kiss for working so hard 1” And 
she pecked liim lightly on the cheek, then 
ran away from his extended grasp. From 
behind a screen she hummed a little tune. 
He could hear the silken rustle of her cloth- 
ing as she donned street attire. 

“You must go so soon?" he asked gloom- 
ily- 

“Yes. Remember, Maupin is biting his 
fingers waiting to begin 1 I must fly to 
himi Ter/” 

It was four days later. Maupin and Pa- 
tout were in the former’s studio. Maupin 
had drawn the second straw, and had been 
the second to complete his blindfold task. 

Patout stood admiringly before the fin- 
ished statuette of Desiree which Maupin 
had made. “Wonderful, man atm!” he 
cried. “It is far better than mine! You 
will win— I know it! Villon cannot sur- 
pass this I” 

"He sent word that he will complete his 
efort tomorrow,” Maupin said. 

“Then we shall see!” Patout said nerv- 
ously. “Oh— er, by the way — did you have 
any— er— difficulty in modeling with your 
eyes bandaged ?" 

Maupin grinned. “Not as much as I had 
anticipated. Desiree was a dear. She aided 
me tremendously. Had jf not been for lap 


NOT k TE 


Yota* physician will tell you that hernia (rup* 
tare) is a muscular weakness in the abdominal 
wall.— Do not be satisfied with merely bracing: 
these Weakened muscles, with your condition 
probably growing worse every day. Strike at 
tha reW cause of the trouble! When that 
cause la removed, your rupture is gone. 

NO BREAK TO HEAL 

Lears how to strengthen the weakened mas* 
clea and close the hernial opening as nature 
intended, so the rupture can't come dowzu 
Thousands have done it, here and abroad. For 
almost a quarter of a century numerous awora 
statements report complete recovery and free- 
dom frem uncomfortable mechanical supports, 
without delay from work. 

SEND NO MONEY 

A test of the scientific self- treatment men- 
tioned in coupon below is available to you, 
whether you are young or old, man or woman. 
For your own good convince yourself, at no 
cost, by mailing the coupon below. Today, NOW! 


FREE TEST COUPON 

PUpae Co* Ott Stuart Bldg* St Louis, Mo. 

Bend me s Free 10 day test supply of the 
remedial faetor Plapao and 48-page illus- 
trated book on Rupture ^ noj charge for this 
now or later. 



2$ lA&ams la ffjTnotisflL Mind Restfle* 
id Magnetic Healing. Tells hovt se> 
p&U typao ttw at a glance, matte others 
. -JQ their commands, Hoe to Overcome bad 
tmbits, bo# to give a tome performance, get 
\ Urn stage, eta Helpful to every bum and 
tttma. meuam. salesmen, doctors, mother*, etc. 
apie, easy. Learn at borne. Only $1.10 Imloilliic 
the "Hypnotic Kge," a net aid for afeetetts. Bend 

IS & 


Direct From France 


FOR MEN ONLY. Madame Fid, A*um, 
side, Miss Lola, Two Men and a Maid, a 
for $1.00 Bill. Sealed. 

PA RK AIT CO., 41ff2 Park five,, Wet Yortt City/ 
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. Mabel and 
and 20 other*, 

v- r. 


v„ haox rant nv 

■'A bLONDE’S CONFtSslok’- 
S Peppy little Books. "A Blonde's ConfeMko.’* "A feu w. 
Confession'' and "100 Ways of Kissing Girls" eaeb filMtnted wiih 
lots <rf Pictures; also PBBS WITP ORDER— "100 Peppy Parodies' 1 
Everything fl. 00. postpaid. W 

i »^ tt J ,niLr,nmn ' IK - e ^ n 

o GET MARRIED 

Join our Exclusive Social Club now. Many ladle* had 
gentlemen to select from. Send stamps for big din 
with descriptions. Many wealthy. Will i 

m, introduce you. Address, CENTRAL 

UM. OmhH i M«>lb 


raps for big dlreetotj- 
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FRENCH POLLIES 



the lovely. full firm bust 
that fashion demands. 

My wonderful new Mir- 
acle Cream combination 
qulekly Dili out the con- 
tours and enlarces the 
glte of the breasts. 

BEFORE BEAUTIFUL BREASTS AFTER , 

FOB YOU 

Are you flat chested? Do ugly, sagging lines rob you of your 
feminine charm? Just a few minutes a day at home devoted to 
my easy, simple Instructions, with the application of my dainty, 
i melons Miracle Cream will worts wonders: 

CD pp Complete private Instructions tor moulding the breasts 
1 to rounded shapely proportions included with your 

Jar of Miracle Cream. 

Special Offer Nowl £* ASIA'S 

Instructions. Mailed In plain wtapper. Write TODAY. 

NANCY LEE, Dept. 0-4 §53 Broadway, New York, R. Y. 


VIM— VIGOR— VITAUTlf 

MEN— WOMEN— REGAIN that lost vitality that en- 
dear* jou to the other sex. Get that beaming strength 
and vitality of REAL manhood and womanhood. The 
wonderful results obtained by the use of these new 
FULLER PEP TONIQUE TABS win be surprising. 
Plain wrapper, $2,00 cash, or $2.15 C, O. D. Special 
•trength for use in severe cases, $3.00. 

PRINCESS ANNE MFC. CO. 

O. Box BW, Dept. 8-13 Baltimore, Md. 


yft/WOMEN only 


Why worry about delayed periods from unnatural l 
causes. »<Jet Quick Results, using FEMINESE— I 
L^tid-Tablet Relief. Used by doctors. Moves cases i 
loqg overdue. Pleasant, tile, do interference anj- 1 
dutiei. Satisfaction guaranteed treatment $2.9: 
Poeuge if COD. Specially Compounded for Vcr 
OUtiantv Cases $5.0a Illustrated Folder Free with 
order. PETONE CO, Dept 2-FF St Louis J* 


Direct From France 


FOB MEf ONLY. **A MERRY WIDOW,** “Mother Ere “Mama 
* Papa," “Mabel’s Letter To Hatty/* “Barbary Kate” and 15 
cl tun. AU for $1.00 bill Seale! 

UilVEkSAL CO., 4166 Ptfk New York, Dept. F. F. 

JUST A GIRL 

•15* Lor*.” “Boom Eleven.” "Her Boudoir Key," “The Mo- 
del," "Madam's Establishment." 6 Illustrated French Stories, $1.00. 
FREE alto. two spicy, thrilling booklets. Express only 
NOVELTY BOOK HOUSE, 129 Vine Street, Dept. EE, Phlh., Pa. 

FRENCH LOVERS PHOTOS 

Lift Poses of French Girls and Fellows, In Paaalonats Hot Lora 
Beenes, Imported Direct from Trance, 12 for $1.00 or 60 for $3.00, 

all different pom. Sea- Breen Bavslty Hesse, Bax 190, West 
Bavin. Cob.. Peat. FMHL-3 

WHY BE LONESOME? 

Jail my correspondence elub. Interesting confidential propositi cm. 
Photos. Hundreds. DeawJptlon, attractive members everywhere. 
10 Cents. 

lui. *. dim km a «* «, ms. *. 


criticism* and suggestions — 1" 

“Exactly I She helped me, too! She i* 
fair, is she not? And, Maupin — ” 

“Yes?” 

“Did you ever . . . feel such . . . lovely 
contours, such firm, rounded curves? Did 
not your fingers thrill under the touch of 
those smooth, satin expanses? The swell- 
ing immaturity of her bosom — !” 

“Ah, out I But you excite me, mon amit 
It is impossible for me to permit my mind 
to dwell on such ecstasy! Come — a glass 
of wine!” 

“To success!” said Patout. 

"To the best man!” echoed Maupin. 

There was a knock at the door. 

Maupin answered. It was the concierge. 
He had a petit-bleu for Maupin. The latter 
accepted it, tore it open and read it swiftly. 
Then — 

“Patout! Look! Here, quickly!” 

“What is it?” 

“It is from Villon! Look — he bids us 
come at once to his studio! He says he 
has finished ahead of schedule!” 

“Finished so soon? Impossible!" 

“But he say s so here! Come, let us go 
at once!" 

Villon’s studio was empty, deserted, when 
they arrived and entered. Conspicuous in 
the center of the atelier, immediately under 
the great skylight of the studio, stood a 
pedestal. Upon the pedestal was something 
that seemed formless and shapeless under a 
large damp cloth. Pinned to the cloth wa* 
a large placard which, in large handwritten 
script, said: “THIS WINS!” 

Patout looked at Maupin. Maupin stared 
back at Patout. Then, together they dashed 
for the pedestal and stripped away the 
cloth . . . 

There stood revealed a half-completed, 
half-shaped daub of wet clay, bearing just 
barely the semhlance of a nude female 
form. 

Together Maupin and Patout exclaimed. 
They sputtered. They protested. 

“But — but — how can he say this wins?” 
Maupin bellowed. 
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“Why — it’s nothing but an incomplete 
splotch !’’ Patout shouted. 

"And what of Farrand, the critic? Was 
he not to judge?” 

Again they stared angrily at the modeling 
clay on the pedestal. There was an envel- 
ope stuck in its base. Patout saw it first, 
and snatched at it like a hungry man for 
a crust. 

“What is that ?’’ Maupin demanded. 
Patout tried to open the envelope, but his 
fingers trembled so that he dropped it. 
Maupin picked it up. “It is addressed to 
us both — and in Andre’s hand!” he cried. 
“Open it!” Patout demanded. 

Maupin tore open the envelope. Togeth- 
er the two men read the missive: 

My dear friends: Please forgive 
me! By the time your eyes gate on 
this, Desiree and I will be on our way 
to Nice, together. I have won the con- 
test. Desiree explains. Adieu for a 
while. Andri. 

“What does he mean, Desiree explains?" 
Maupin grunted disgustedly. 

Patout pointed. “There is something on 
the other side of the paper !” 

They turned the letter over. There was 
a message in Desiree’s scrawl : 

Sweet two: Andre wins me. For- 
give me for stooping to such a trick, 
but I had to know — to discover which 
of you three could thrill me most. Did 
you really believe it was your talent I 
sought t Ah, no I The contest was my 
way of finding out which of you three 
had the greatest power to kindle in my 
breast the spark of love! You each 
had your chance . . . blindfolded, your 
fingers explored every inch of me. I 
knew I could not remain ... a mere 
model ... if the man who did that 
were the man I loved! Each of you 
two was an artist — but Andri was a 
man! And while your hands groped 
over me and made statuettes . . . An- 
4ri groped ovez m and mgd£—iml 


Leant to Dance 

This Nmw Betsy Way 



Ssa'eSsK&'f _ 

Send No Money 

st taad roar name and address. We’ll 
ptETce " 
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Woman’s Safety 

FEMININE PERSONAL HYGIENE 
Chlorway Antiseptic Prophylactic Tablets Non-Poisonoua 
Non-Irritating — Odorless— Safe— Efficient— Dependable— Re- 
sults. Newer method for woman to conserve the vital 


part of her anatomy by intelligent care and Antiseptic 
Cleanliness. Order today. Sent in plain wrapper. $1.00. 
Write for Facts Every Woman Should Know. 

Products, S03 Hearst Bldg., San Francisco . 


KSTORTOBACC 


Tsa 


and happy with Tobacco Redeemer. 
Not a substitute, not habit forming 
Write for free booklet telling of in- 
jorioos effect of tobacco and depend- 
able, easy way to »ni 
the craving many men ha vo. 

Newell Pharmacol Co. on«w 
Dept* 926 Clayton i ftlo.L™^ 


X-RAY 5" 

** wants it. 


■ KATHOSCOPE. Pocket 
1 Detector. Everybody 4 T*k g _^_ 
ts it. See your best girl 
and all she's doing. No one knows; 
you see everything. Periscope 
operates fn all climates; lasts life- 
tune, ready for use. $1.10 cash with order for 
this wonderful instrument and 8 astonishing 
French pictures. 

KATHOS COl* P. a Box 837. 

City HaB Post Office New York City 


French Stenographer 

A Bachelor's Dream — A Model's Life — Adam A Its — Kip A Alls* 
and 18 others for Men. All for $1.00. 

Borettb Mwelty Ce. t 4160 Park Ave„ Use York City. Peat. F. F. 


I.ONP.I.Y Meet Your Sweetheart 

# thra confidential dub. Many well -to- 
do- members. Particulars for stamp. 

DORIS DAWN, East Cleveland, Ohio. 


FRENCH ART PHOTOS 

Kal the sld blurred kind showing the girls with short socks, but new 
and UP ts data stuff posed for by really beautiful girls and band- 
seme mas 10 for $1.00. Frog Novelty Company, 509 Fifth Ave.. 
Silts 1002, New York City. 


TOBACCO HABIT SKIS 

Over 600,000 used Superha Remedy to help stop Cigars, Cigarette^ 
Pk*. Chewing, Snuff Writs for full treat m en t on trial Coats 62.00 
WswewfcirSahiagffnoa SUPERBA CO. H-63 Baltimore. M4 


Mench LOVfiRS 1 PHOTOS 

Life poses ef French girls and fellows In passionate hot love scene*, 
imported direct from Prance. 12 for $1.00, free pocket site book! 
about 15,000 words, entitled “26 Men and a Girl" with every order 

W*| * *» » *'“* “■ tatoAtw, 





NowWatch 
YOUM Muscles 


1)q you look like this? This it the average man'* 
physique — soft, weak, flat-chested. Honestly, I feel 
sorry for a man like this. He's ashamed to show hit 
body — he's ths butt of all the jokes and Insults ofl 
stronger men — he drags through life half-alive; • 
poor, pepless apology for a man, scorned by the girl*. 
* - DON’T BE LIKE THAT. 


r RO M “PUNY" to PANTHER-MANi Weak men made 
strong! Run-down, wasted physical wrecks re-built into 
brawny, handsome athletes. 

You're next 1 Let me cover your body with solid layers of 
ftilghty muscle. Let me broaden your shoulders and fill out 
your chest Let me make you the man YOU WANT TO BE. 

I’ve taken fellows of every size and condition and trans- 
formed them almost overnight into perfect specimens of 
manhood ! I’ve been doing it for years. "Miracles worked in 
Muscle” people call them. But they are scientific miracles, 
because I’ve made a science of building men. Nobody else 
knows the secret of my methods — but 7 know, and I know 
they’ll do the same for you as they have done for thousands 
Others, 


i icer^d at. hv men. 


In 30 Days I’ll Increase 
Your Muscles by INCHES 


sss how that tamo ehap looks when his puny body 
Is covered with wild layers of powerful muscle;! He’s 
a handscme-looking fellow now and a BEAL MAN. 
Wouldn't you like a physique Ilka that? Is It worth 
a fsw minutes a day? Mall that coupon below and 
learn what I’ve done for thousands of mm all eve: 
tba world. 


Yes sir, that’s all I want— 30 days — and just 20 
j>r 30 minutes a day. In that short time I’ll put 
layer after layer of muscle all over your body 
till they stand out like iron bands. And they’ll be 
panther muscles, friend — muscles as live as spring 
Steel — with the speed of lightning and the power ol 
a battering ram. Those are the kind of muscles 
that make champions, the kind of muscles that will 
make you laugh at men twice your size. 


■ 


tut look at ths same fellow uamdoimed Into 
• superb model of MANHOOD. Look at thoss 
mighty biceps and shoulders — that big. mus- 
cular chest That's the way TOO should look 
— If you don’t then I want you to send fo» 
my Dee book THIS MINUTE I 

Wear This Medal 

Strong men all over ths 
raMifl WMrtrg world wear It. Made or 
solid statuary brows and 
given to you frte. 


FREE! 

Amazing Book 4| 
of Muscle- 
Building Fact* 

Tear off that coupon I 
Mail it today! It will 
bring you FREE the 

irate book 000*70 no mob — o 
book filled with astounding photo- 
graph! of men rebuilt—* book 
packed full of Titeo’ own Masts 
of making muselsi «rw. No wet 
or obligation — just nob the ewpoa 
to Dept. B-149. 


TITUS, Dept. B-149 

85J Broadway, New York, N. Y. 

Dear Titus: Sure l‘d like to have your 
book, "Miracles in Muscle,” Send it free. 

Name 

Address 

loan*— Steifumo-itii. 





To Mate or 

T HE mating instinct in men and 
women cannot be denied. It is 
useless and extremely dangerous to 
suppress it and equally harmful to 
seek gratification reckless of re- 
sults. Far better to direct this ero- 
tic craving and to prevent physical 
penalties and social stigma through 
a thorough understanding of both 
sexes, anatomy, instincts, emotions, 
sex functions, etc. 



Not to Mate? 

So far this vital information has 
not been available. Schools give no 
instruction, libraries have no books 
— parents themselves are ignorant, 
perhaps through fear of its use for 
immoral purposes. It has remained 
for the eminent Dr. Walter M. 
Gallichan, author of “The Great 
Unmarried,” to put on paper the 
frank facts so necessary to young 
and old, married and unmarried 
under the title of 


“The Psychology o£ Marriage” 

Here is a book full of the curious secrets and wisdom that only doctors possess, things that people never 
talk about, facts about a safe and sane sex life and how to obtain it. Frank, outspoken and daring in its 
modern views, it is nevertheless the very book needed by adolescent youth as a guard against error, as 
well as by bride and groom so they may attain that delirious happiness which makes of life a perman- 
ent honeymoon, secure against the dire results of ignorance and misconception. 

A Greatly Shortened List of Subjects 

Answers questions fully, leaving nothing to imagination. 


CHAPTER I (The Supreme 
Impulse) 

Questions of the Sex Life. The Potency 
of Sex. The Love Impulse. Primitive 
Man and Sex Love. Symbolism and Ta- 
boos. Civilized Man and Amative Emo- 
tion. The Combat for Chastity. Sexual 
Ignorance. Beticence of Parents. 


CHAPTER II (Before Marriage) 

Curiosity Concerning Reproductive Processes. 
Dangers of Evasiveness and Deception. 
The Precocious Arousing of Sex. Auto- 
erotic Manifestations. Automatic Habits. 
Effects of Masturbation. Prevention. Ig- 
norance in Manhood. The Internal Secret- 
ing Glands. The Conservation of Chastity. 
Dangers of Pornography. Girls and the 
Sex Instinct. The Phenomenon of Men- 
struation. Its Meaning f id Importance. 
Hygiene for Women. Continence. The 
Struggle for Chastity. Counsels. 

CHAPTER III (Choice in Love) 

The Bodily Appeal. Feminine Choice. 
Appreciation for Strength. Aberrations of 
Sex Instinct. Hereditary Diseases. Court- 
ship. The Psychic State in Wooing. Dis- 
advantages of Long Betrothal. 


CHAPTER IV (Problems of Con- 
jugal Love) 

Ignorance of Civilized Men and Women. 
Psychic Love. Conjugal Intercourse. Pe- 
riodicity in Desire. Mental Attitude to 
Sexual Processes. The Bride. Duties of 
the Husband. Women Not Wholly Passive 
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in Love. Sexual Frigidity. Neurosis. 
Psychic Indifference. Perversion as a Dis- 
ability for Marriage. The Hygiene of Con- 
jugal Life. The Importance of the Tactile 
Sense. Knowledge for Husbands. Prepara- 
tions for Marriage. 


CHAPTER V (The Wife) 

Distorted Views of Sex Function. Secondary 
Sexual Character. The Reproduction Sys- 
tems. Periodicity. Idealism in Love. 
Woman’s Part in Wooing. Capacity for 
Love. Sex Impulse in Woman. Marital 
Relations. Morbid Recoils. Sex Antag- 
onism. Feminine Attractions. The Lure 
of Clothing. Indifference Shown by Wives. 
Matrimonial Mistakes. The Unpreparedness 
of Brides. Importance of a Healthy Sex 
Life. Natural Handicaps of Women. Abor- 
tion. Premature Birth. Sterility. Emo- 
tional State of Pregnancy. Change of Life. 
Psychic and Physical Signs. Hygiene at 
the Menopause. Need for Woman’s Knowl- 
edge of Man. The Tactile Appeal. 


CHAPTER VI (The Husband) 

The Husband as Initiator. Differences in 
Sexual Temperament. Prc-conjugal Con- 
tinence. Chastity in Adolescence. Early 
Marriage. Benefits of the Conjugal Life 
Uses of the Erotic Energy. Age of Mar- 
riage. Impregnation. Psychic Effects of 
Marital Relations. Affectability of Women. 
Menstruation and Its Manifestations. 
Moderation and Excess in Marriage. Preg- 
nancy and Lactation. Women’s Yearning 
for Love. Season for Fecundation. Mistakes 
and Disabilities of Husbands. Impotence. 
Alcohol and Reproduction. Healthy 
Parentage. 


CHAPTER VII (An Ancient 
Social Problem) 

Prostitution and Marriage. Origin and 
Growth of Prostitution. Venereal 'Affection*. 
Positive Causes of Prostitution. Encourage- 
ment of Earlier Marriages. 

CHAPTER VIII (Parentage) 

Eugenics. Common Misconceijtion of Sci- 
entific Human Propagation. The Feeble- 
minded. Factors of Mental Deficiency. 
Selection and Hygiene in Wedlock. Pur- 
posive Abortion. Modern Restriction of the 
Family. Neo-Malthusianism. Medical and 
Clerical Views. Occupation and Maternity. 
Overstrain of Mothers. The Need for Rest 
in Pregnancy. Suckling. Its Importance 
to Children. Anaesthesia In Childbirth. 
Twilight Sleep. Risk of Childbearing. Im- 
proved Physique of Upper-Class Women. 
Degeneracy Through Poverty. Women Work- 
ers and Motherhood. Pension for Mothers. 
Puericulture in France. The Underfed Par- 
ent. Under-nourished Children a Danger to 
the State. Determination of Sex. Various 
Theories. The Question of Maternal Im- 
pression During Gestation. Care of Infants. 
Rational Education of Children. 


CHAPTER IX (Sex and the 
Community) 

Life’s Beginning. Conjugation. Primitive 
Marriage. Promiscuity and the Matriarch- 
ate. Marriage Among Existing Races. 
Savage Continence. Love and Labor. The 
Freeing of Women and the Re-Birth of 
Love. Early Marriage. Schemes of Facili- 
tation. Anomalies of the Sexual Life of 
Our Times. Sex and Society. The Right 
Direction and Use of the Erotic Impulse. 


Bound in gold-stamped, lifetime covers. Price, $2.50. Send stamps, cash or money 
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Half a Million People 

have learned music this easy way 



Y ES, half a million delighted men and women 
all over the world have learned music this 
quick, easy way. 

Half a million— 500,000— what a gigantic orches- 
tra they would make! Some are playing on the 
stage, others in orchestras, and many thousands 
are daily enjoying the pleasure and popularity of 
being able to play some instrument. 

Surely this is convincing proof of the success 
of the new, modern method perfected by the 
U. S. School of Music! And what these people 
have done, YOU, too, can do! 

Many of this half million didn’t know one note 
from another — others had never touched an in- 
strument — yet in half the usual time they learned 
to play their favorite instrument. Best of all, they 
found learning music amazingly easy. No monot- 
onous hours of exercises — no tedious scales — no 
expensive teachers. This simplified method made 
learning music as easy as A-B-C ! 

It is like a fascinating game. From the very start 
you are playing real tunes, perfectly, by note. You 
simply can’t go wrong, for every step, from be- 
ginning to end, is right 
before your eyes in print 
and picture. First you are 
told how to do a thing, 
then a picture shows you 
how, then you do it your- 
self and hear it. And al- 
most before you know it, 
you are playing your fa- 
vorite pieces — jazz, bal- 
lads, classics. No private 
teacher could make it 
clearer. Little theory — 
plenty of accomplish- 
ment. That’s why stu- 


dents of the U. S. School of Music get ahead 
twice as fast — - three times as fast as those who 
study old-fashioned, plodding methods. 

You don’t need ^ny special “talent.” Many of the 
half-million who have already become accomplished 

players never dreamed they possessed musical ability. They 
only wanted to p' ly some instrument — just like you — and 
they found they could quickly learn how this easy way. 
Just a little of your spare time each day is needed— and 
you enjoy every minute of it. The cost is surprisingly 
low— averaging only a few cents a day— and the price is 
the same for whatever instrument you choose. And re- 
member, you are studying right in your own home— with- 
out paying big fees to private teachers. 

Don’t miss any more good times! Learn now to play 
your favorite instrument and surprise all your friends. 
Change, from a wallflower to the center of attraction. 
Music is the best thing to offer at a party— musicians are 
invited everywhere. Enjoy the popularity you have been 
missing. Get your share of the musician’s pleasure and 
profit! Start nowl 

Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson 

If you are in earnest about wanting to join the crowd 
of entertainers and be a “big hit” at any party— it you 
really do want to play your favorite instrument, to become 
a performer whose services will be in demand— fill out 
and mail the convenient coupon asking for our Free Book- 
let and Free Demonstration Lesson. These explain our 
wonderful method fully and show you how easily and 
quickly you can learn to play at little expense. This book- 
let will also tell you all about the amazing new Auto- 
matic Finger Control. Instruments are supplied when 
needed— cash or credit, U. S. School of Music, 4164 Bruns- 
wick Bldg.. New York City. 


U. S. School of Music, 

4164 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

Please send me your free book, “Music Lessons in Your 
Own Home,” with introduction by Dr. Frank Crane, Free 
Demonstration Lesson, and particulars of your easy pay- 
ment plan. I am interested in the following course: 

Have you 

instrument? 

Name 


Address 


City 


What Instrument 

for You? 

Piano 


Organ 


Violin 

Steel 

Ctar "let 


Flute 

Drums and 

Harp 


Cornet 

Mandolin 

Cello 

Sight Singing 

Guitar 

Trombone 

Ukulele 


Saxopnone 


Banjo (Plectrum. 5-Strinq or 


Tener) 

Voice am 


Harmony 


Automatic 


udi.aii ana Ucrman Accoraion 


State 





